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The Art Review. 



the rocks which sunoundcd us, accordinj^ to ; 
precedent, we oii{;hi to haxo been. And, in ! 
1), ihcrc \vcl^ soiiictliing about these great walls j 
rmk-, Mjfliiitd aii-.i brijjhlciicd by the sif.iliglit 
lor the Glen is wider here than in any other 
|that 'SO completely filled one's ideal of 
tur of effect, that the imagination rested 
ilent, and would not have added or altered 
filling. 

IVe passed by cascade and rapid, and through 
quiet Glen of the Pools, where the crystal 
ler glides gently over the flat, table-like stones, 
jpool after jwol. The popular theory of their 
nation is, that huge boulders have slowly worn 
ly the softer rocks beneath, and that these have 
in displaced by some succeeding flood . In many 
Is of the Glen these liouldcrs have been left in 
basins, which they have carved. But the Glen 
ihe Pools is entirely free from them, and seems 
lost to have been formed by soine artificial 
nicy, or, i^erhaj.;, frtiin thai design which we can 
nctimes trace in nature, when she throws such 
iel tones into her most heroic expressions, out 
compassion for the limited endurance of the 
nan mind. 

From the Glen of the I'ools we passed through 

1 Glen Difficulty, with its shadowy precipices and 

my c.iscades. .At times the sound of the falling 

ller^ was almost deafening. At the Narrow Pass 

imct a small party of tourists who had "done" 

! Glen, an'' were returning. Their Toices 

imdcd exceedingly weak and thin. Neverthe- 

5, it was inspiring to know that we v/erc nearly 

llic end of our journey. There wa> only an- 

litr sLiiicase U> climb, another bridge lo cros-, 

\around a sharp projection of rock, and we 

;o no farther. It is, perhajis, absurd to go 

lar as possible in such a place, but we modern 

inlheists, who worship rocks and streams, would 

insider ourselves forever disgraced if we should 

m back in such a religious pilgrimage. This 

.•It glen is called the Glen Arcadia, perhaps from 

e not entirely delusive belief of its sponsors that 

inkind, supremely credulous, would believe th.at 

lis was a fulfillment of its dreams. It was, at 

ast, a very damp sort of a paradise, and for a 

! loment I thought of contributing my own tears to 

le general moisture. But the sun, which had for 

Jme time been obscured by clouds, shone out 

beerfully. We knew it was bright in the world 

love us, if we were in gloom below, and since 

icn the analogous religious aspiration has come 

(me with the force of an actual experience. 

With that thought before us, we wended our 

' 'ly back to the Glen House, where we found the 

ariage awaiting us. We drove up a pleasant, 

" linding road to the top of the mountain, at each 

lep losing indications of the Glen below us. We 

lopped, for a few moments, to look about us, and 

lite a long, free breath of the fresh air, and a 

ong, long look over the hills and lake and valley, 

■ 1 was more beautiful than the Glen it.self. It was 

!ven more grand, I thought. I could not help 

ilently rejoicing that the o.din.iry ph.-i.ses of 

laiure were so peaceful and quiet, and that her 

itroic moods were somewhat inaccessible, and 

be found now and then, as tragic events 

ppcn now and then in a lifetime. 



W. C. Bartlett, who ha.^ been a favorite con- 
Iributor to the Oivr/an,/, succeeds Bret Harte in 
Ihe editorship of that magazine. 



MOZART'S REQUIEM. 

P.nr.AH FAWCF.TT. 

A gl-.<om had fallen on great Morart'slife : 
The bpirils of wondrous melodies no more 
Pleaded with his for palpable being ; hope 
Had made him sudden farewells ; melancholy 
Lifted wide plumes of shadow o'er his dreams ; * 
Fierce bodily pains had clutched him ; and death's hand 
Inexorably pointed to his grave. 

In these dark hours a stranger, tall, black-robed. 
Sombre and pale of countenance, one morning 
Glided across the threshold of his room. 
Drew nearer, laid a pnrsc of heavy gold 
Before the marvelling maestro, and at last 
Broke silence with monotonous voice and sad. 
Thither, he told, a friend had sent him, a.^king 
The requiem for one dead and dearly loved. 
Would Mozart weave its music and create 
Some passionate lamentation fit to seem 
An utterance of unutterable grief? 

The maest-o, bitterly smiling, answered then : 
" What time is given me to complete this dirge ': " 
*' One month," said the pale stranger. " I will try," 
Mused Mozart, " hut success I promise not ; " 
And hearing these few words, as he had come 
So noiselessly the stranger went. 

Amazed, 
Mozan long pondered in his mind the wish 
Communicate thus weirdly, till a fire 
Warmed his weak pulses and the immortal rose 
Within the mortal. Eagerness for the work 
Possessed him, throngs of willing harmonies 
Re-wandering the labyrinths of his soul. 
As suddenly over still enormous tracts 
Of g.-ile-abandoned forest wake once more 
The old murmurs, and colossal branches toss 
The slumbering starlight from their million leaves. 

With power an'' will and fervor he began 

Fulfilment of his promis"?, but the month 

Had piSicd not ere a violent muln'Iy 

Seized his frail frame and forced him from the w.;rk ; 

And on the very morning that he rose. 

Reprieved of death a little longer, came 

The stranger to demand the requiem. 

" Give me a second month," the maestro said, 

" And if God spares me I will keep my word. 

Nobly begun, I would not hastily end 

A task that lifts me to sublimest aims." 

Whereat the stranger^ with inscrutable face, 

Calm, cold, unsympathetic, from beneath 

His massive gloomy cloak drew forth a purse 

l^ss heavy than the last, and slowly said : 

' ' An hundred ducats I have given ; I give 

For added labor this half-hundred more ; " 

And turning passed from Mozart's sight. But he, 

Calling a servant, hade him stealthily 

Pursue the whither of this curious man. 

And while the servant hurried to obey, 

A ghostly thought took shape in Mozart's brain. 

And when the messenger brought back a tale 

Of having with good zeal pursued until 

The stranger, at a crossing of two streets. 

Abruptly had faded from his vigilance. 

He knew not how — then Mozart's ghostly thought 

Wore settled colors of conviction. Strong 

Within him was belief that he had seen 

The presence of no earthly guest. ** 1 write," 

Often he murmured afterward, " the music 

Of mine own 'ourial dirge. 'Tis death's command." 

For days exaltedly he strove to tell, 
, With language of diviiiest cadences. 
The infinite agony of some widowed heart. 
Mourning the irreparable. His fine skill 
Gathered all sorrowful sounds — wild chords or sweet ; 
ThriUingly plaintive peals ; lew interludes ; 
Ripples of light faint echo soft as tears. 
And thunderous throbs of bass, to meet and form 
One vast incompanible solemnity. 
Genius had grown his vassal while he to:Ud, 
And beckoncJ him, with queenly hand, to follow 
The gniding glory of her wings, till star-like. 
In white illiuiited amplitudc^ of dawn 
She gleamed an*! vanished .... 



Then a darkness (ell 
Across the maestro's vision, and he lay 
Prone, effortless in death, his high task ended. 
Having within its mighty music made 
The unrivalled requiem of his Oft-n grand soul. 



UNDER THE SKETCHING 
UMBRELLA. 

EDMUND CLARE. 

The landscape artist who would wear the 
laurel, must seek for it in the fields. He may 
deck his brow with the leaves of hothouse shrubs, 
but they soon wither and fall. They never have 
the freshness of those gathered on the hillside, 
with the dew on them. Artists, with some talent, 
many photographs, and a large stock of assurance, 
sometimes manage to keep their complexions 
white, and their purses well filled, for a season ; 
but that season is pretty certain to be a short one. 
The idol of a day is broken by some stem icon- 
oclast in the name of truth ; while the fickle 
worshippers forget the im?ge they have bowed 
down before. I do not wish to decry photography. 
So much of the beautiful and true has been 
revealed to us through its instrumentality. We 
sit by our firesides and have the treasures of the 
old world laid at our feet, and yet I cannot but 
feel that of all the stumbling blocks the art student 
has to encounter, the camera is the most danger- 
ous. It is so apt to trip hurrying feet, and young 
feet always move impatiently. "The new runs 
where the old creeps," cries fhe young heart. 
" The new bridges the depths the old ]).i>ses 
through ;" but the answer of those on the hill lops 
beyond, is, that " only through tlie depths comes 
perfection, and no bridge can span them." To 
many careless souls the photograph seems to be 
the bridge that touches the other shore, and so 
scornful of the winding mountain- paths, they 
step boldly upon the trembling planks. That 
bridge stretches out into the mists, but does not 
reach across. To drop the figure, what is the 
result of this dependence upon the photograph ? 
The skillful sweep of pencil or brush that shows 
the master's hand never comes to him who lets 
the camera do the hard work. It would be just 
as reasonable for a man to expect to become a 
good gymnast by putting a substitute in training. 
An unused muscle refuses to act as does any 
unused faculty, and the cunning hand is the busy 
hand. If an artist makes a careful study of any 
object with brush or pencil, it is more or less 
firmly impressed upon his memory, for it requires 
a mental efibrt to master it. Let him copy the 
same object from a print or photograph, and it 
makes as little impression as the iall of a snow- 
flake on an ice field. 

The first thing for an artist to learn is how to 
paint facts — hard, unpoetical facts. That is the 
grammar of art, and to your a.spiring student is 
tedious and unsatisfactory. This work is the " 1 
love, thou lovest," of the grammar, and a-s empty 
of meaning ; but the gramm.-ir scholar may some- 
time be a lover, and he is learning to tell his love. 

Art study, that is, the simple training of hand 
and eye, must not, as it too often is, be confounded 
with art work, or, to be more explicit, picture 
making. Tlie aim of the art student should be lo 
put the simple truth on paper or canv.xs in the 
simplest, the most direct manner. He need 



